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Synopsis.—8ir James Stansfield of New
Miins, in company with his grandson,
)‘wnlf Philip, meets in an inn-house his
son Philip. and his son's amour, Janet
Mark. They quarrel. ir  James goes
Liome, taking along his grandson.
That night he Is murdered by his
dissolute son and Janet Mark.
They take his body outside

fasten the crime upon other shoulders.
But the boy Phillip has w!‘nessed the
erime. He tells his grandfather’s chief
tenant, Umphrey Spurway,
way succeeds in having the real murderer
brought to just He 15 sentenced to Te
hangéd, his woman a('com%llce to be
transported. Mysterlously Philip Stans-
fleld escapes the gallows, secks out his
wife, finds her in the company of Spurway
and tries to murder her, but does not quite
succeed. She is taken away to Abercairn
for cure, ‘eaving her son, voung Philip,
in charge of Spurway and in the company
of little Anna Mark, from whom he learns
that in some ways, girls are worth quite
as much as boys. For exampie, in the time
of the cattle droving, when Master Spur-
way bought his winter beast in the
“Mart,” Anna beats Philip in helping to
eut them out. Still they are excellent
friends, even though she beats him at
her studies, in the school to which rhc{y
o together, John Stansfieid, Philip's
awyer wuncie, brings in » new teacher,
Dominie Ringrose, a small man, with
wonderful eves. Shortly after his com-
ing the countryside is shocked and thrilied
with a number of bloody and mysterious
murders, evidently for the sake of rob-
bery. Business calls Umphrey Spurway
from home. in his absence a big pun;kmg
case, purporting to be full of fine Span-
ish wool is deliversd to Wiil Bowman,
Umphrey's clerk. He puts it in the
weaving shed. That night Philip. playiag
, sees sk g through the gauze
packing case, a pair of eyes. He
calls Will Bowman who counts three,
then stabs the packing case with a small
sword. Blood flows: they open the case
and find Dominie Ringrose inside, appar-
ently dead. Shortly after the house is
attacked by robbers who Ringrose had
meant to let in. They are beaten off, but
afterward Philip's mother refuses 1o let
him spend the holidays at New Mlins. Re.
turping from a day’s visit to New Milns,
Philip falls in with Saul Mark, Annas
gypsy father, who. under pretense of
showing him Sir Harry Morgan's treas-
ure, makes him a prisoner. Anna finds
out his plight and leads Umphrey Spur-
way on his track. By the help of his sil-
ent partper, Provost Gregory Bartan,
Saul Mark. supercargo of the ship Corra-
mantee, imprisons both, Anma and Spur-
way, robbing Spurway of much money
and a portrait of Philip's mother, Philip.
the elder. who is in league with Saul
Mark, takes the portrait and sends voung
Philip away. Leaving Spurway impris-
oned. Philip Stansfield the elder goes out
in Spurwauy's cloak to his wife’'s house,
and by threats induces her to go aboard
the Corramantee. Anna and Philip make
friends with Eborra. He shows them
where Sir Harry Morgan's treasure is
guarded by Fer-de-jance and his hosts.

CHAPTER XXXIL

The Jolly Boat.

Yellow Jack had indeed more than
Kept his promise. He had shown us the
thin crust of kindly treatment on
which we were depending. Why Cap-
tain Stansfield had not gone with hia
ehip I could not then understand. I
understood afterward that as the
wretched white slaves were disposed of
in his majesty’s plantations, and the
transaction must be one of considerable
publicity, it was not prudent for Cap-
tain Stansfield to appear. For, since
his escape, deseriptions of him had been
emit acrosa to the colomal governments,
and all Scottish ships were closely scru-
tinized for the condemned mur_erer.
Also in Virginia and the {Carolines there
was no Provost Gregory Partan to
blind the eyves of the authorities.

But at that time I put down my fa-
ther's being secretly on the island to
some feil design upon my mother. 1
resolved, therefore, immediately to de-
vise means of escape from the isle of
the Winds, and to tuke my chance upon
the mainland, whenever we <ould reach
it. 1 thought that the distance could
not be very great, at least to some of
the civilized and larger jstands, But I
had no mére exact idea of the geogra-
phy than a vague remembrance of a
map in the Moll’s atlas which had be-
longed to my grandfather.

However, I resolved first to question
our guide, and so, after resting a few
days, I asked him again to accompany
Anna and myself into the woods, on
pretext of gathering the ripe piums of a
tall and beautiful trez which grew
there.

“Eborra.” I said, as soon as we were
without the village, and safe from the
prying ears of the liberty men, “must
we always stay here? 1Is there no way
to escape among Christian people?”

He smiled his wistful smile.

“Already you tired of poor Obeah
man? Christian you like better. Are
not these Christian?"’ He pointed with
bitter irony to the buccaneer village
beneath us.

“Nay, Eborra,” I sald; “we are not
tired of you."”
And Anna
You are the onl

accursed island!”

And our quick speech pleased him mo
little.

On this occasion we Xkept to the right,
skirting the high woads. and walking
first along the shore and then among
the easier herbage on the margin of the
bay. I had noticed that the sailors of
the Corramantee never by any chance
wandered in this direction, but always
took their walks southward along the
opposite curve of the crescent. We were
now heading toward its northern horn.

I asked Yellow Jack the reason why
the sailors avoided this place.

He pointed to a low bush, like the
alders which grew aiong the Firkcon-

chimed in, “Nay, truly!
riend we have on this

nel wate: home, which overfung the
path.

“That is the reason,” he eaid, senten-
tiously.

And he indicated & huse snake which
jay along a branch, with its head
swaying a little over and toward us.
“Per-de-lance strike at faces of those
who pass beneath—strike like a whip

Jash—so—and then come back to his
place!™
“Let us go further out” 1 said,

thinking of Anwa, where there is clean,
yellow sand to walk on. Why run the
risk of dying in a swamp by serpent’s
potson?”

“He will never touch Eborra, nor yet
Ehorra's friends.” =aid the lad. And
though it thrille] me with fear to sce
him, he went up rlose and passed his
hand caressingly up and down the
snake’'s back, humming at the same
time his low, continwous song. Anna
and I shuddered to look at him, but
Eborra was perfectly calm, and the
huge fer-de-lince arched his ruddy
back like a petted cat by the fireside,
moving his head quickly to and fro
before our guide's face.

“He Obeah, 1 Obeah!" said Yellow
Jack, and, with a farewell caress, he
came on with us once more through
the scrubby undergrowth. We were
soon forcing our way with cutlass and
knife through the tangle toward the
northern horn. Here at some former
time the whole face of the cliff k- 1
fallen down in a vast tumbled coniu.
ston, thousands of hige .blocks being
piled indiscriminately over each other,
and these, seen from the sea, were full
of black holes, overgrown with tasseled

ereeners and prickiy pear—the baunt
-
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and deadly snakes.

Into this tangle Yellow Jack led us
by a path which kad cobviously been
trodden more than once before, as con-
fidently as a man will walk up to his
own front door.

“Do not fear,” he said; “I will show
Fou how to escape from thess Chris-
tians.”

So, greatly heartened by his promise,

and  we followad, Anna, as usual, leading
lay it ugnn an ice-fioe, in the effort te | the way, and the guide putting

the
creepers aside from before the girl's
face by holding them in the hook at
the end of his right arm till she had
passed. 1 had to attend to myself.

The huge down-throw of reck, heaped
above in fantastic masses, was a very
rabbit warren below, through whos:
tunnpels Eborra threaded his way—
gliding under this block and clamber-
ing ~ver the next. We followed down
a long, gloomy passage, and over a
miniature mountain pass. Then, duck-
ing low again till we emergea safely on
the loveliest little sheitered bay, a very
harbor in miniature, completely shel-
tered from a!i sight of the sea and de-
fensed on the land side from the buc-
caneer's village.

Anna clapped her hands at the sight,
and cried out with pleasure at the
lovely eand and shells on the shore.
The shells were not broken (o pieces,
as on the beach in front of the Vil-
lages, by the force of the waves, but

whorl. Some were marked like
stair-cases with steps of alternate yel-
low and red. Anna bent and gathered
handfuls and finally lapfuils of

; tiny, turret-like form perfect 0 |

these |

murmuring all the while with a kind |

of tenderness, “Ah, that I had
home with me at the Miln house,
hanoy 1 shiould be!’

you
how

And this was ail sole complaint I|

heard her make all the time she was
on ~he island.

In one corner of thia fairy paradise, |

and eheltered from 'he wash
seas by the great j #.ing nose of
North Horn, a ship’s j
anchor close to a little natural p?
as taut and trim as if the Indiaman's
crew had juet left her.

I ran to her and found that she was
both well-kept and - ‘ell-found, having

of any
the

oars commodiously packed under a
protecting awning, a short-socketed

gpar for hoisting a sail, and all the
neceasary conveniences for making 2
voyage of some length. A chain of
stout links of iron connected her stem
with the anchcr at the bottom of the
little harbor.

“We must set sail
the ship comes back!”

at once, before
I cried eagerly.

“Where did you get the boat, and why i

have you not escaped long ago?”

For the marvel of possessing such a
treasure, and yet remaining in a posi-
tion of slavery, troubled me.

3ut Yellow Jack held up his hand-
less arm, and said reproachfully, with-

out answering my first question. “This
is the reason, sir, also whom would
Eborra trust except hia weak old]

mother? And whither
when there—there—and there (pointing
gouth, north and east) are
slaves—only slaves?”

Then he guided us to a small hut
built of driftwood and thatched with
broad palmetto leaves, which stood un-
seen in a charming recess of the rocks.

“Eborra’s house!” he explained,

with a proud and eatisfied look. 0
nere, upon blocks of wood rudely
shaped as stools, we sat and ate

bananas and range fruits which our
guide had brought with him, while
almest at our feet the wavelets hissed
crisply along the beach of bright ehells
and golden sand.

The half-caste stood silent before us
a long time before he spoke.

“You Eborra’s friends,” he said.
“You not like ¢he others Suppose

Eborra shows you how to.escape, you
never seil him into slavery. Never Jet
cruel white man whip mother—be-
cause she is a witch!”

olly boat rode at |

would he Fgo, |

slaves, |

figure, dark against the
and I cowered lower behind the hedge

the voice of Captain

there would come a sudden terrible
scream, or laughter equally hideous—
some bird seized by a serpent, or per-
chance only a2 howling monkey playing
bo-peep with his kind.

An hour afterward, as we entered the
village with our hastily seized bunches
of grapes and satchels of wild plums,
we attracted no attention: something
absorbing in interest had happened.
The whole population stood at gaze,
and even my mother was on the bal-
cony of her house, looking cut to sea as
eagerly as any. Two ships had been

:reathes‘ you're mistaken,” said Pem-

“I'm as as they is, and
1 didn't kill my father when

ury.

he was asleep!”

Something passed us quickly, a tall
sky. as Anna

of prickly-pear.
“Stand up, Jim Pembury,” I heard
eld, very
clear and yet not loud. “You never
killed your father, did you not? Well,

you have'a chance to kili a better man

now. Stand up and fight for your life!
I might have you tied up and shot like
a dog for the words you have spoken.
If I gave the order, is there a man
would say me nay? But I give you a

chance, which iz more than he deserves.

Has he his kmfe, men? Get over the

hedge, the rest of you? I will fight him

in the dark who slanders in the dark.
Are you ready, Jim Pembury? Step
out!™

But the man did not reply. Already
he had dropped to the ground, and
from where we crouched we could see
him creeping around the shelter of the
hedge with the intent to strike the
ﬁl:st blow. It was a terrible moment.
We were on the same side of the hedge,

{and he was crawling so closely that

he could scarcely avoid touching either
of us. Yet the prickly pear hedge was
full of keen spines, and it was im-
possible either to overleap it or to push
through. So, theugh I suffered intense
pain from the pricking. 1 pressed my
back against the fleshy leaves and drew

Anna down upon my knees, just as
Jim Pembury came creeping softly
round. He was so close in that I

thought he could not possibiy eseape

on board any earthly ship, there were
no new faces; and it was obvious that
the task of bringing the ships into
port had been a difficuit one. But now
the libarty men swarmed on :

and in a trice the boats were going
merrily to and fro between the ships
and the beach, conveying provisions
and plunder of all sorts. Saul Mark
stood at the landing place and exam-
ined every boatload, to all appearance
occupied in separating what was kept
for future disposal from those articles
which were to be divided immediately.

All provisions and munitions of war
were sent to a common store. But, on
the other hand, the men Were allowed
to keep small articles of private loot,
such as watches and jewelry. (Where
were the poor souls who had worn
these?)
sat about the shore, talking in low
tones to their women, and sayving &
word occasionally to their companions
as they went jovially by. Yet all was
done in so matter-of-fact and cheer-
{ ful a way that I could not bring my-
self to believe that red slaughter had
been done on the high seas or that
these men., who so cheerfully v ould
give a_neighbor a helping shoulder be-
neath his burden or cast sportive arms
about the waists of two giggling yvel-
low girls, could be the bloody pirates
and murderers the dead Pembury had
represcnted them to be.

As usual, Captain Stansfield stood
apart, neither associating with officers
nor with men, but watching with keen
eyes that every one did his duty.

The task of discharging the cap-
tured ship occupied a full week of won-
drously hot weather. The men worked

YET ALL WAS DONE IN SO MATTER-OF-F
THAT RED SLAUGHTER 4

ST AND CHEERFUL A WAY, I COULD NOT BELIEVE
AD BEEN DONE ON THE HIGH SEAS.

! sighted, one with three and the other

I could not tell him that still in my |
own country poor old women like his |

mother were condemned for witcheraft,
and that. not so long ago, one had been
burned with all circumstances of civil
and ecclesiastical pomp upon the bor-
ough moor of Abercairn itself.

On the contrary, Anna promised that
if we were delivered and restored to
our own country, he should be rewarded
and cared for, and his mother, also.
He turned on her a look of dog-like
gratitude, and, taking the girl’'s hand,
he set it on his head. “Eborra your
slave!” he said, gratefully.

Then, in fragmentary, but easily un-
darstood, sentences, he told us that if
we did endeavor to escape, we must

go northward; tha@ a chain of islands |

connected us® with the larger settle-
ments of Porto Rico and Jamaica,
where we would find governments, and
ghips in which to return to our native |
jand. But he warned us that the voy-

age would prove a long and dangerous |

one. Moreover, the jolly boat would go
so slow that if the
chanced to return about the time of
our escape, we should be instantly cap-
tured.

Still, here was a hope, a possibility,
and, according to my fashion, I began
instantly to build upon it. In five min-
utes I had us all bask in imagination at
New Milns, my Uncle John dethroned,
the prince come to his own. And the
princess—

But Yellow Jack broke in remorse.
lessly upon the beauty of my on.
“Tonignt, or tomorrow at the latest,
the Corromantee will return. We must
wait till they lay her ashore to careen
her., We nead many things for the
voyage. We must find casks for water
and bring them hither; we must take
dried tongues, smoked beef”’—

“How can we get these,” interrupted
Anna. “unless we steal? We cannot
buy them.”

Yellow Jack looked at her in aston-

| ishment.

“It is no sin to steal from the thief.”
he said. “They cut off Eborra’s hand.
Whorra take his boat to help him to get
back his flesh and bones. Will he ever
get that back?” He held up the stump
of nis arm as he spoke, smiling
strangely as he did so, and neither of
us mada any further objection, go easily
is morality sometimes satisfied.

I asked Eborra how he knew that the
ship would return speedily. “My moth-
er toldd me she saw it sailing hither.
it fought and took a ship. Many peo-
ple kilied. Two ships come with much
plunder, tonight—tomorrow, perhapal”

1 said to myself that if this proved to
be true, his mother would be a witch
indead. and in my own country might
be in even greater danger than in any
pirate isle. I thought of Mr. John Bell.

We went back, not by the way we
had come, but through the silent woods
—Eborra, like the guardian demon of
the place, humming his curious song,
and the deadiy snakes waving their
heads at us from the boughs. Bright-
colored birds flashed across us. Sfrange
flowers gleamed amid the dull green
of the foliage, Far off we could hear a
sound like a bell struck in some church
tower, a solemn note, reverberant and
gonorous—then, silence yet more com-
plete, and again after a space the
golemn toll, as if in the deeps of the
unknown wood, the dead were burying
the dead.

Then out of this intenser silence from

the forest edges, where the high woads

Corromantee |

with two masts. They were heading
diractly for the island. And I knew not
whether Yellow Jack's mother was a
witch, or whether our guide owed his
previs®on to some superior trick of eye-
sight.

CHAPTER XXXIIL

Jim Pembury Makes a Mistake.

But at any rate we had now some-
thing definite to do. The jolly boat must
be provisioped. Will Bowman must be
enlisted, a watch kept upon the beach
for such readily conveyable articles as
would be useful to us in our adventure,
and, most difficult of all, my mother
humored and kept in ignorance till the
last moment.

It was too late for the ships to pass
the intricate and dangerous passage of
the reefs before the morning. But
do not think that in the buccaneer vil-
lage there were many shut eyes that
night. A eontinual hum of voices came
to our ears, and as we went cautiousiy
along the shore the acrid smell of to-
bacco, or the red glow from a lop-sided
pipe bowl told where the liberty men
were discussing the chances of a new
capture. Anna and I. stole near a

| group of them that we might listen to

| their talk. That also might prove use-

ful, or so we told each other. For with
the throwing overboard of one conven-
tion many others go.

But we were bound to escape, and
must not stand upon a scruple. We had
resolved to suspend the commandment
we had learned, “Thou shalt not steal.”
And so the unwritten addition, “Thou
shalt not eavesdrop,” could be of no
more binding interpretation for us.

“Tell ye what,” said one man, whom
I recognized by his accent as Rodney
Pax, a red-bearded burly man, and a
great favorite on account of his goo

|
|

seeing us. But he had. eyes only- for
my father, who had never moved since
he had spoken. I could see him still,
black against the sky, making a blank
among the stars.

Every moment I expected to feel the
knife, and I wondered if it could hurt
much more than the needles which
were piercing my back and side. But,
just as Pembury crouched for the rush,
1 felt something strike my foot. The
erouching man stumbled and fell for-

ward apon the stones and shingle, with |

an oath and a ring of iron as his knife
went clattering out of his hands. The

| dark figure of Captain Stansfield van-

PR

| among the hedges!

I
|

humor: “if vonder boat's a three-mas- |

ter, I'm glad I was not aboard o' the
Corromantes when she was took.
Fightin' T am with you in, but walkin’
the plank blindfold! That's what gets
me, Jim! 1 can hear them scream as
they hLit the water!”

1t was Jim Pembury who replied, a
lean, snaky, gipsy-like fellow with a
nose broken in combat.

“For me,” he said, between quick
puffs of his pipe, “I see no two ways.
Either die old in the ditch or run your
chance of dying young on the scaffold,
I do not hold with this cant of mercy.
If we are brethren of the coast, breth-
ren let us be. I don't hold with bring-
ing white women here with a palace
for them to live in, and that boy and
girl running peering everywhere. No
good comes o that, as I see!”

“One’s captain’s son—tother's super-
cargo's daughter! That's why!" said
another out of the darkness.

“P'rape they'll make it up and start
a new crew!” chuckled another.

“Pirst we know,” continued Jim
Pembury. “this island will get blowed
on, and we'll hear the blessed magis-
trate a-tellin’ us that we had better
get ready to be hauged by the mneck
till we be dead. ‘And the Leord
have—"!"

“gStow that, Jim,™ said Rodney Pax
quickly: “no good ever comes o' takin’
them words in vain!”

“Rodney’'s turning soft, I guess, like
captain and old Saul!” said Jim Pem-
bury.

“Dare you say as much to either o’
them yecu've named, Jim?” retorted
Rodney. “Tony Drake an’ me 'll come
amuﬂbﬂn‘hmfhepiecesin‘
fo'c’sle sack, if you do!”

“If you think I'm afeared o’ either
cantain o~ any gipsy tinker that

)

|
|

ished too quickly for our eyes to see
what happened next. We also heard
the sound of two heavy blows stricken
in quick succession, a dull grean like

| that of a pole-axed ox, and then be-

tween us and the sky we saw the dark,
tall figure of the captain. He was wip-
ing a knife delicately, even as I had
seen him do once before in the Blue
Room at New Milns.

Then a hand fell on the collar of my
shirt, and I was lifted to my feet, Anna
still in my arms

“What is this?” said my father’'s
voice. “More traitorous knaves? What,
my son Philip night lurking here

t, sir!” I stam-
thinking what I had

“He fell over my f«
mered, without
said.

*‘Aha, son Philip. then 1 owe you that
which I shall not forget! But now
escort this young lady to your mother's
house and go to bede This is neither
time nor place for either of you to be
abroad.”

So Anna and I walked back to my
mother’'s house and found her sitting
at her stocking with an open Bible be-
fore her. She knitted steadily and as if
her fingers could not stop. But though
she looked at the book I do not think

4 she read much.

“You are too late out, Philip and
Anra,” she said, as if we had been
plaving about the Yett house at hi-
Spy or marbles. “It is altogether
seemly.”

So for once in their lives

my father
and my mother were agr

eed upon a

| question of morals.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

The Corramantee’s Prize.

Our friend Yellow Jack always said
that Captain Stansfield was not by
any means the worst &f white men;
and disqualified praise seemed to be
the sense of all we could gather from
the other slaves upon the island. In-
deed, my father's own “boy,” a fat
rascal named Jacob. was looked upon
by all as g very fortunate person, and
was ccnstantly in demand at every
negro dance and Obeah festival on ac-
count of his supposed influence with
bis master,

Strangely, of late I also had begun
to doubt the evidence of my senses,
and to wonder if. indeed. what I had
seen and heard in the blue room of
New Milns could have been real. But
now, and for some time afterwards, I
had soon other things upon my mind
chan speculation as to the particular
tinge of red wpon my father's hands.
At the best their purity was by ne
means virging

1In the morning the ships were in the
bay. They proved to be the Corraman-
tee and another tall vessel of three
masts, full rigged and capable of con-
taining twice the number of men which
manned the hermaphrodite schooner.
But, though there were blanks in the
muster-roll, and the second mate would
never more bid a man wash his socks

US-

1
| stripped most of them to their tix

{ers, while others went about with |
! nothing more upon them than a breach

elout. The sea wgs smooth as a
pond (Ah! that I could have s
phray Spurway’s!) all the t
the boats went regularly out, an
as regularly in. I desired greatly o
vistt the captured ship, and I think
that I might have succeed
| in some of the boats, for
were cheerful and good-humor
vond their wont, partly with the r
that had been freely served, and pe
with the prospect of the large d
which each expected at the <
the discharge. But, just as
in which I was hidden started,
Mark came runming down
shore, crying, “Take me,
nad been delayed at som
my mother, which liked he
cause it kept her within

As soon as her father he
eall, he bade the men cease {ro
ing.

“Who is that in the
boat?” he said.

And, when they told hi
lad ashore!” he cried:
| place for him.”

men
be-

A

how

%

Send
e ship

IS no

wished to go abroad, but only went for
the pleasure of the sall

But he looked as if I
to believe me, and m
{ Then came my fathe
him, as 1 saw othe
to ask him if I could not go ou
one of the boats to the ship. - He s
his head, and passed on without speak
ing.
! Yet Captain Stansfield had not gone
far before he turned and said: “You
can go to my quart and get my tele-

scope. You may visit the sk
that.”
I was overjoyed. and

started to get the glass at <
Now. I had never been in
where my father abode, and I v
at this time have been 1
way within had not
out lounging upon the w
keeping all the while his e
master, so that upon h

awn proper work.

The great brass pers
pot in the little room,
of my father’s breakfas

ive glass was

t was mot ye

good-for-nothing Jacob. The walls
hung round with swords, pistols, mus-

nothing of the nature of a spy-glass
could I discern.

my father’s sleeping room. The bed
was narrow and plain as a cabin bunk,
the room wholly without
save that, to my great surprise,

Umphray Spurway bad had painted.

father’s couch, in such a position that

eternity of love.

en, say what I would to shake her.
“He tried to kill her,” I reminded her.

shot his wife by aceident.

her for another,” I said next.
“Well, he may be sorry now,”

said “His heart may have turned.”
“His heat turned!"” said I mocking-

Several wounded buccaneers |

ed in hiding |

| great delight.

Whereupon I told him that I had not ;|

might be found busily engaged at his|

cleared away from the table by that!
kets and other material of war, but on |

Accordingly I pushed my way into|

l

|
ormament, | ma

found the picture of my mother whiv"'ni
It hung on the wall at the foot of my | Bowman wh

it must have been the first cbject upon | regard
which his eyes lighted when he awoke. | Anna Mark,

“He must Jove her in spite of all,"” she | al\vag's submitted to
said, with a true woman's belief in the | mur.

And from this she could not be driv- | boy and infirm of purpose—where

“For all you know,” she retorted. “he | ed, and would have neither doctr
may have aimed at someone else, and | reproof from me.

“He was cruel to my meother, and ieft | consulted as to man

she | fellow and excelle

1
I

| singing among

ly: “after what we heard and saw 1ast‘fnr a boat, and was of g

night!” ! n there, w )
“¥im Pembury tried to kill him,” said |

Anna, quickly.

“Why, Anna,” I-eried, *what makes |
vou defend him? I canmot understand |
g | prize, and i
“Phere i4 no great reasen why you | ly now
should,” she respomded, acridly. “Get|
|

the telescope and come out.”

At last I found the perspective glass(
in a cupbeard, where were many old
suits of clothes, and cutlasses, both|
naked and hung up in their sReaths. I} car
took it under my arm and came oul.
My father still stood on the beach :1‘.’.!
alone and looked out to sea. |

Anna and I found a v-»mmodiuusl
place of refuge on the cliff edge, and,
after examining the crevices of th
rock for green scorpions and red ant
we laid us down and took furn <
turn about at watching the ships
As the tide began i«
inward the prize swung to her anch
and I hoped at least to make out
name and gestination. But in thi
was disappointed, for the lettering ¥
been carefully effaced; i
sailor enough to guess f
ging ard equipment anything
her nationality. The men ¢ 2
ramantee were now taking out
such large articles as spare an
of rope, and ba of sailc
former they pitched overboar
drawn ashore: the latter they lowers

]

muna
n

inpocent harve
the corn stooks
braes of Moreham.

All that day Anna and I watch
work on shipboar
celerity with wh
cleared away. 2
tock back the telescope
into the hands of Jacob, who v
running about preparing 1
; immense bustl

as merrily as

sn

ip
ip.
was towed

window, and
the fiery

now?" 1 =aid. |
a bed make up|!
had her answer |

‘Honor thy
That was
even reach down I
good night, but ht
went back to bed
CHAPTER XXXV.

Dog Eat Dog.

opportu

of escape,
and not any ¢

n tt
But, curious!

ples at r

or

This I could not understand, and I|been in~L‘ua:oai{ But
called in Anna to my assistance. | locked up to as in soms .
But the matter presented no difficul- | re ative of Umphray pu
ties to hery whose will she had (save in one ¢

without a
she loved e
as no better t

Me, indeed,
but thought of me

was completely wrong.
her ain gait,’

Yet she
s0 far as I was c«

But Will she

trusted,

Now Will, being

1 t with tools, wo
with great acceptance in the
penter's shop. He had a natural e

L~
¥

34T,

ATt

——




